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become engaged to be married to Miss Beatrice Beckett, the
daughter of Sir Gervase Beckett, banker and part-owner of
the Yorkshire Post, and son-in-law of the Countess of
Warwick. The wedding was to be celebrated in the middle
of the campaign, November 5.
* The romantically-minded lady voters of the division %
commented The Times, * have already decided that the
fates are busy forging a chain of coincidence, which must
end in Captain Eden's conducting the vital part of his fight
from the ancient stronghold which bears his Labour
opponent's name, and which is the property of her hus-
band. They point out that neither the wedding nor the
election is to be put off, that Captain Eden cannot possibly
leave the constituency in the middle of the contest, and that
almost inevitably he, like his brother, will be invited to
" honeymoon " at Warwick Castle.'
Indeed, so interested did The Times become in this tangle
of family connexions at Warwick that it sent a special
correspondent to stand on the old bridge across the Avon
and gaze at * the ancient Warwick Castle, rising above its
immemorial elms, in its architectural magnificence and with
its air of territorial authority—an emblem of stability amid
Time's changes. I wonder whether the red flag would be
raised over its towers and battlements. But that, I am
assured, is not to be.' This was not mere optimism on the
part of The Times correspondent; the red flag would not
be raised over the Castle because the Earl and Countess
could no longer afford to live there.
Although the constituency was already Conservative and
well disposed to the new candidate, Eden was not walking
into a perfectly safe seat. There was plenty of work to do.
For one thing there were two hundred square miles to be
covered; and moreover the electorate had been almost
doubled since the last contest by the addition of about
19,000 women who were now to exercise their privilege of
voting for the first time. Some saw in this the Countess's
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